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Praise for Lover Betrayed


In this riveting recast of events that took place in Secret Sky, the viewpoint shifts to that of Emelynn Taylor’s first love, the darkly handsome Jackson. He may possess the same mysterious, life-altering gift as Emelynn does, but he has a very different perspective – especially when it comes to affairs of the heart. Author JP McLean possesses her own unique gift: the ability to bewitch her readers with her boundless imagination.
—Elinor Florence, Globe and Mail bestselling author of
 Bird’s Eye View

JP McLean has a style and immediacy of detail that pulls the reader into a complex tale set with all-too-human characters ruled by their extraordinary capabilities. Exciting action and conflict of loyalties make this a fantastic page-turner.
—Kristina Stanley, bestselling author of
 the Stone Mountain Mystery Series
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Praise for The Gift Legacy


A profoundly intelligent story of a captivating young woman whose victories and struggles with a unique gift will grab your every emotion.
—Jennifer Manuel, award-winning author of
 The Heaviness of Things That Float

A deftly crafted, impressively original and inherently compelling read from first page to last.
—Midwest Book Review

Danger, suspense, and mystery all bundled into one perfect read.
—Urban Lit Magazine

A gripping read you won’t want to put down.
—Debra Purdy Kong, award-winning author of
 The Casey Holland Mystery series

McLean’s expertly drawn world is filled with intriguing characters and near-familiar settings that draw you into this compelling read.
—Katherine Prairie, author of
 the Alex Graham thriller series

A compelling journey into a unique world that supernatural suspense fans will adore!
—Lisa Voisin, author of
 The Watcher Saga

The author swept me into a world that’s unique in fiction. A “can’t put it down” read.
—Diana Stevan, author of
 A Cry from the Deep

Fun, exciting and addictive.
—Annie Siegel, author, lyricist and jazz musician

JP McLean’s adventure fantasy series, while full of tense and dangerous moments, is also playful and expansive.
—Bill Engleson, author of
 Like a Child to Home
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Chapter One


The oppressive heat was unavoidable, omnipotent, like the man in the casket. We followed dutifully behind, our steps out of time with the rhythmic clops of the black hearse horses. White lilies hugged the casket, quivering to the drum roll of a jazz band’s lively rendition of “When the Saints Go Marching In,” an absurd funeral favourite. Tourists in waist pouches and flip-flops, unsure of the show, whispered behind finger curtains and stole glances under furrowed brows and baseball caps. I understood their uncertainty. The father I’d loved and loathed died without warning, too soon to recognize his mistakes, let alone fix them. 
“This is a goddamn freak show,” I said. “I’d never have agreed to it if it wasn’t spelled out in his will.”
“But it was,” Sandra said. “You and your father may have had your differences, but you’re a good son, Jackson.”
“Was. I was a good son.”
“You always will be,” Sandra said. My wife’s fingers felt cool in my hand, despite the heat. She looked up at me, her blue eyes hidden behind sunglasses and a loop of black netting that covered her face. I eased the pressure off her hand with an apology, ignoring the bead of sweat that crawled down my spine.
It took thirty minutes for my father’s slow funeral procession, wafting the cloying scent of flowers, to wind through the streets of New Orleans. We’d walked an unpleasant mile behind the coffin before passing under the iron arch of the cemetery. Like a shrimp trawler with its net out, our parade snagged tourists and curiosity-seekers in its wake.
The music took on a sombre tenor only when we mounted the slight rise, which housed the Delaney tomb. The last time I’d seen the tomb open was fifteen years ago when we’d laid my mother to rest. Following long tradition, her coffin had been discarded and her remains dumped into the bone heap below to make way for the new arrival. One day, my coffin would displace my father’s in a similar ritual. Would I also succumb to a stroke before I’d finished living my life?
I was a teenager when my mother died. There were times now when I had to see her picture to remember her face, but I had no trouble remembering her love. She’d bathed me in it, cooking my favourite crawfish boil, which my father hated, and baking pecan pies he wouldn’t touch. She liked that I’d inherited her hazel eyes. Dad had said she coddled me, or at least that’s the excuse he used to justify his tough-love approach to parenting. I doubted I’d ever need a photograph of my father to remember him.
The priest raised his voice over the crowd while photojournalists captured video of the mourners. Tomorrow, they would justify the intrusion in the name of news. Equally unwelcome tourists snapped cellphone photos they’d later show their friends at home in some macabre recollection of their good fortune in stumbling upon a genuine City of the Dead funeral.
I looked out over the perspiring faces. Tourists aside, my father would have been pleased to see the calibre of mourners who’d braved the August heat to pay their last respects. Top-echelon politicians and business people mopped their brows and donned sombre expressions, hopeful that the priest was nearing the end of the ritual. Half of the men gathered were better candidates for a casket. My father wasn’t yet sixty. It shouldn’t have been his time.
After the casket was laid in place, I bid him a final farewell and then nodded to the cemetery workmen, who kept their wheelbarrows at a respectful distance. As soon as they moved in to seal the tomb, the mourners began to scatter.
Jimmy Marchant was the first to approach. Sweat was beading on his red face and dribbling down ample jowls that melted into a thick neck. His jacket was soaked through, but he hadn’t loosened his tie. He’d be a proper southern gentleman for my father one last time if it killed him.
He pecked Sandra on the cheek before offering me his hand. “Sorry for your loss, buddy. Your father’s left a big hole on half the boards in Louisiana.” Jimmy was born and raised in New Orleans. He spoke with a Yat accent, pronouncing “boards” with a barely perceptible r and “Louisiana” as “Loo-ziana.”
“Thanks, Jimmy.” In his younger years, Jimmy could have passed for John Goodman’s brother. My father respected Jimmy Marchant for his legal counsel and even more for his discretion. Jimmy understood my father’s definition of doing business. It entertained him, and earned his firm a lot of money, especially when my father bent the law. I was in Jimmy’s debt for making sure no one knew how often that had happened. “I hope you’ll join us at the Omni tonight. Let Dad buy you one last drink.”
“Wouldn’t miss it. Matthew Delaney knew how to throw a party and I intend to honour my promise: your father’s wake will be one to remember.” He leaned close. “And well lubricated,” he added with a conspiratorial wink.
I forced a smile and shook Jimmy’s hand. One final spectacle to endure.
Dad had made a good and loyal friend in Jimmy. I’d known Jimmy all my life and had my own reasons for liking the man. It was through him that I’d met my wife, Alexandra, or Sandra, as she preferred to be called. Like Jimmy, her father was a lawyer, and Redmond Moss was well connected. After Katrina, Redmond used those connections to generate funds to help rebuild. Sandra Moss distributed her father’s funding out of Jimmy’s donated office space. When Jimmy recruited my father’s development expertise, I was the lucky son of a bitch who got to work with her.
I took Sandra’s elbow and turned toward the first in a long line of idling limos.
“Kyle, Anthony, you’ll ride with us, of course,” Sandra said, addressing my old Stanford classmates who’d flown in for the funeral. Kyle Murphy lived in Dallas so knew enough to wear a light coloured suit. Anthony Dimarco was New York through and through. His navy Brooks Brothers was a choice I suspected he now regretted.
The driver opened Sandra’s door, and we followed her into the blessed air conditioning.
“Jackman—how the hell do you live in this heat?” Anthony said, using my college nickname as he mopped the sweat from his brow with a limp pocket square. He tugged his tie loose.
“Northerners,” Kyle quipped.
The driver pulled out, leading the train of limos to the hotel.
“I’m serious,” Anthony said, supplementing his pocket square with several tissues he’d yanked from the limo’s complimentary supply.
“You get used to it,” I said, sparing a glance at Sandra. She’d smoothed her hair into some complicated knot the heat didn’t seem to touch.
“Will you be staying long?” Sandra asked.
“Only if you dump that lousy husband of yours,” Kyle said with a lecherous smile. Anthony swatted him. “What? We all know she’s out of his league.”
“Oh, and you think she’s in yours?” Anthony said, raising his eyebrows.
Sandra looked down at her folded hands, fighting a smile. They’d met her on our wedding day. The last-minute introduction had been unavoidable, but Kyle and Anthony had taken the piss out of me about it. They insisted she would have chosen either of them over me if they’d been introduced earlier. The truth was, if Sandra and I hadn’t wed quickly, and quietly, her family would have tried to stop us. It wasn’t just that she came from old money and I came from new—it was that her father didn’t approve of the way my father had amassed his fortune. Redmond Moss was not a religious man, but he was a judgmental bastard who held firmly to the belief that the sins of the father should be visited upon the son. Thankfully, Sandra had a mind of her own.
The driver pulled up in front of the Omni hotel, where a black-capped doorman hurried to open Sandra’s door. The limo’s cool air dissipated in a suffocating wave of heat. We hurried inside.
“We’re going to freshen up,” Sandra said, removing her sunglasses. “We’ll see you in an hour or so?”
“For sure,” Kyle said. Anthony already had his jacket off and his tie in hand.
Sandra took my arm and we headed to the elevators. Back in our suite, she kicked off her shoes. “That went well, don’t you think?” she said.
I removed my jacket and flopped on the sofa. “A few more hours and it’ll be over.”
“Don’t wish it away too fast.” She stood in front of a mirror untangling the netted hat from her hair. “After all, the Delaney board will be there and so will most of the city’s politicians, not to mention the governor.”
“And your father?”
“He’ll be there. Mom as well. Etiquette dictates, as you know.” Etiquette and old money went hand in hand. Sandra should know; she’d been raised on both.
“Have you told them about my plans for Delaney & Son?”
She dropped her hat on the coffee table and sat beside me. “No. I want them to hear it from you.”
After the initial shock of Dad’s death had worn off, Sandra and I talked through the night about what came next. I didn’t keep secrets from Sandra—her discretion was impeccable, so she knew about Dad’s strategic donations, as he’d referred to them, and his propensity to eavesdrop when he thought it would win him an advantage. I was ashamed of that. I told her I wanted to be a better man, to behave respectably and with honour. To do things right.
“Cleaning up Delaney’s reputation will take a long time. Years probably.”
She turned in her seat. “The fact that you want to is what matters. And soon you’ll be the one making the decisions, not your father. Dad will see the difference. He’ll come around.”
I took her hand and brushed my thumb against her wedding band. “I hope it’s not a mistake. My father may have been short on scruples, but he knew how to make money.”
“And so do you, but you know how to do it without compromising your integrity.”
I lifted my head in a flash of annoyance. “My father had plenty of integrity.”
She stiffened. “Of course. That was careless of me to say.”
I dropped her hand and stood. “I’m going to shower.”
“I’m sorry.”
“I know. It’s been a tough week.” I squeezed her shoulder in passing. “We’ll get through it.”
After changing into fresh clothes, we took the elevator back down to the ballroom. The scent of flowers nearly knocked me over. I doubted there was a lily in Louisiana outside of this room. Was this the measure of a man? Personally, I’d never understood the flowers. A man had died. He’d lived and breathed business, not flowers. Flowers were something his guilt trotted out on Valentine’s Day. Why not a genuine tribute to the man when he was still alive? A fine bottle of bourbon? Midfield seats at a Saints game? A favour he didn’t have to pay for?
My arrival dimmed the raucous laughter. Jimmy, finally free of his jacket, raised his glass in a silent toast from across the room, and held it aloft. One by one, everyone in the ballroom did the same. Say what you want about my old man, he made an impression. A rocks glass landed in my hand. I stared at the amber liquid and fought the lump at the back of my throat.
Slowly, I raised my glass. “To Matthew Delaney,” I said. “A formidable businessman, a generous benefactor, and my father. May he rest in peace.” A collective shout rang out and then bubbled away.
Conversations resumed, backs were turned and bursts of laughter rose above the ambient noise. Sandra stroked the back of my arm. “That was lovely.”
Lovely? Anger crawled up my chest, prickling my neck. I scanned the crowd. Every gluttonous supplier, every slippery politician, every Barbie Doll wife, and every major charity bold enough to send a representative had benefited from my father’s acumen and generosity. They still were, sloshing back the best the bar had to offer. What had Dad gotten? Flowers he would hate and a toast from a son who couldn’t even say he loved him. He’d taught me everything he knew, and it wasn’t enough. My love for him was rough around the edges. In time, it may have softened, but we had no more time.
I quaffed my drink and another magically appeared. Condolences flowed, abundant as the liquor, and one after another, Dad’s impressive circle of influencers, friends and rivals approached me to pay their respects. Marcel Cadieu, a Louisiana senator and early convert to my father’s way of doing business, was one of the first to slither up.
“My wife, Claudette,” he said, making an unnecessary introduction. “Please accept our sympathies, Jackson. Louisiana has lost a great man.” Marcel hid his animosity behind a politician’s smile. He’d never figured out how my father had learned of his affair with a sandy-haired gentleman half his age. Marcel had been so careful; he and his lover had never acknowledged one another in public, not so much as a wayward glance. They’d checked into separate but adjoining rooms on the forty-second floor of the Sheraton in New Orleans. Yet my father knew the sandy-haired gentleman had spilled his flute of Cristal out on the balcony that fateful night. Dad had a photograph to prove it. And if he knew that detail, then he knew everything.
Marcel immediately became a staunch supporter of Delaney & Son. But while he championed Dad’s development projects, he quietly initiated and then backed the strongest anti-drone legislation in the country. If only he knew that a drone had not been necessary.
Carl Prudhomme, also a convert, waddled up with a hearty handshake. He was head of Industrial Rod and Steel in Lafayette. My father had ensured his loyalty and a favourable pricing structure after Carl heard a recording my father played for him. Apparently Carl and two other major steel suppliers had taken a midnight trail ride into the wilds of Carl’s eight-hundred-acre ranch outside of Vidalia in Concordia Parish to discuss their new pricing scheme. My father had been eager to point out that collusion in any form would likely be frowned upon in Louisiana’s legislative circles. Carl had had little choice but to tip his hat, but soon afterwards, he fired his ranch hands and hired new security. Not that any of that would be an obstacle to one of our kind.
With Sandra on one side and Jimmy on the other, we received the mourners. They dropped their smiles to shake my hand, and offer condolences. Sandra’s father, Redmond, and her mother, Diana made their obligatory appearance and soon after disappeared. But not all the guests wore fake smiles. My father was a generous man who loved a good party and treated his friends well.
The line of grievers marched on and my father’s acquaintances crawled by, kissing my wife and patting me on the shoulder. I grew tired of repeating what felt like my mantra: “Yes, I am proud of my father’s legacy.” And to those few who needed to hear it, I added, “Yes, I look forward to taking Delaney & Son in a fresh, new direction.”
After the handshakes and back pats subsided, Jimmy headed to the bar and Sandra excused herself. I searched the room for Kyle and Anthony. They had been welcomed into Jimmy’s clutch of insiders at the bar, many of whom were Dad’s closest friends. I joined them and we put a dent or two in some of the finer bottles on offer and listened to my father’s friends tell ribald stories of Dad’s exploits.
My father had chosen to lead a public life, and some of the tales were ones he’d leaked himself. He’d manipulated the media as handily as the men he’d kept markers on, cashing them in when it suited his game. And it didn’t suit his game to have the public know his other persona: the man who grieved when my mother died; the man who stayed by my side until I conquered my deadly fear of heights; the man who helped me bury Razz, short for Razzmatazz, the crazy black lab he’d bought me for my fifth birthday. Sadly, his tender moments had been as rare and fleeting as a loup-garou sighting in the bayou.
This game he played ensured that, to his face at least, people referred to him as a maverick, a shrewd negotiator, a visionary. But in the backrooms and bars, they called him manipulative, contemptible and crooked. That was my legacy. I was the & Son of Delaney & Son, and now I had to clean up the mess.
Standing in the midst of the huddle of men at the end of the bar, I watched Sandra work her way through the mourners. She clasped a hand here, stroked a shoulder there, smiled a blessing with a nod of her head. She charmed every man in the room and befriended every woman, and she was mine, my oasis in the quagmire of grief and guilt my father’s death had stirred.
A little after midnight, Sandra approached the table where Jimmy had been reminiscing about Dad and the early days, when it was still just Delaney Developments. He’d been developing strip malls back then and married to his first wife. I loved those stories best. Dad hadn’t yet felt the sting of betrayal or learned to like the feel of dirt on his hands.
The wake was just warming up and wouldn’t end until dawn. Sandra offered the men a shy smile and then leaned down to my ear. “I think we’ve done our part, Jackson. Let’s go.”
Her sweet vanilla scent pulled me out of my chair. It always put me in mind of my mother’s bread pudding, something else I could never resist. My father once told me Sandra was too good for me. His callous comment had angered me at the time, but not because he was right. He considered her a feather in the Delaney cap, but he never once acknowledged it was me, the & Son, who’d won her.
I excused myself and followed her to our suite, freeing the mourners to drain the bar and speculate about what would happen to the dirt Dad had on most of them.
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Chapter Two


The next day, Dad’s funeral was front-page news. Sandra emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a white robe, blotting her hair with a towel. “Don’t let those newspapers get under your collar, Jackson. You know how much your father would have enjoyed the coverage.” 
I sighed in resignation. Indeed, my father would have been pleased. “Coffee?” I asked, and poured her a cup. I examined a grainy photo in the Times-Picayune. “Is that Cole Des Roche?”
Sandra glanced at the photo. “Could be. You’d best get dressed,” she said, taking the cup from my hand. “Mustn’t keep the pit bulls and sharks waiting too long.”
I stared at the image of Dad’s first wife’s son. “What the hell was Cole doing at my father’s funeral?”
“Jackson, please. Go shower. Get dressed.”
“Of all times to show his ugly face.”
She pressed her fingers to her forehead. “Let it go, darling. It’s over.”
She was right. Today was going to be hard enough. No need to add Cole and his daddy issues to our schedule. Hell, maybe Dad would have enjoyed having Cole there—one last chance to thumb his nose at the bastard’s mother.
I discarded the papers and stood. “Come here.” Sandra stepped into my embrace and I tucked her damp head under my chin. She smelled fresh, like a new day. “I don’t think I’d have made it through this charade without you. Thank you for keeping me sane.”
“I love you. Now get ready or we won’t make it to the Symphony before dark.”
After showering, I dressed in the navy Armani she’d laid out for me and paused in the bedroom doorway to admire her. She exuded a calm confidence that affected everything she touched, including me. She’d pulled her soft brown hair into a ponytail at the nape of her neck, and clutched a wide-brimmed hat and oversized sunglasses. We’d been married four years and despite my father’s best efforts, she’d managed to keep her face out of the press. Sandra Moss was one of the most private women I’d ever known. I loved that about her. It was a refreshing change from the public life my father favoured. Used to favour, I reminded myself, once again correcting the tense.
The limo drove us around the curve of the Mississippi, from the Omni in the French Quarter through the Katrina-pruned live oaks of the Garden District and to the air-conditioned offices of Montgomery, Kean and Marchant in the Central Business District on St. Charles Avenue. My father’s passing had triggered a tidal wave of paperwork that would flood Jimmy’s legal team for weeks. Today, I would dip my toes in the murky water and put my faith in the same man my father had trusted for thirty years.
Air conditioning agreed with Jimmy. His colouring had returned to normal, but his rotund physique was a walking billboard for his love of Cajun cooking and an impending heart attack.
“Alexandra,” Jimmy said, addressing my wife formally. He kissed her left cheek, and then her right. He offered me his hand. “How you doing, buddy?” If he’d overimbibed last night, he was hiding it well this morning.
“It doesn’t seem real yet.”
He reached a big paw to my shoulder and gave it a reassuring squeeze. “I know just what you mean. We’re set up in the boardroom. This way.” He gestured with a sweep of his hand.
Two hours later, the preliminaries for transferring Dad’s personal and corporate assets were complete, and paralegals scurried to file papers with half a dozen authorities. The resulting legal fees and inheritance taxes could fund a small country. Leave it to politicians to tax the dead, the crooked bastards.
Sandra, having endured the complex legal maze, excused herself. Jimmy and I walked her to the elevators and then retreated to his office.
He poured two healthy shots of bourbon and handed me a glass. “Matt was one of a kind. We’re going to miss him.” We raised our glasses in a toast. Jimmy swallowed, and dipped his head to the side, appreciating the whisky’s burn.
“There’s one more thing I’d like you to take care of,” I said.
Jimmy cocked his head.
“The Dixon deal. I want you to kill it.”
Jimmy frowned. “There’s nothing to kill, bud. It was just a twinkle in your father’s eye.”
“It was more than that.”
“A few discussions with the mayor and some preliminary correspondence with the Dixon people. Nothing more.”
“He started a file.”
“A little information gathering, that’s all,” Jimmy said, dismissing my remarks with a wave of his hand.
“A little?” I said with a chuckle. The leather creaked as I settled on the sofa. “He already had the mayor in the bag. What’s he got on the Dixon stakeholders?”
Jimmy took a seat opposite. “Not much, though he did dig up a nice little tax evasion nugget on Jeremiah Dixon. Seems his socialite wife, Amelia, owns some property in Zurich that no one knows about.” He settled back on the sofa. “Might be useless, though. Dixon hasn’t even decided where their new headquarters will be located. Could be here, could be Baton Rouge.”
“It’s here,” I said, feeling my jaw tighten. “Dad shined up that five-acre parcel on the north side, and the mayor threw the taxpayers under the bus to seal the deal.”
Jimmy took another appreciative sip of his bourbon. “I take it you and Matthew had your usual disagreement on strategy.”
“Delaney doesn’t need to stoop that low. We can be better than that.”
Jimmy pursed his lips and then upended his drink. “I admire your intent, but this business has never been better than that.”
“It’s got to start somewhere. No disrespect to you or my father, but I meant what I said yesterday. Delaney & Son is on a new path.” My love for my father was complicated, but I wanted my legacy to be one of integrity. When the time came, and I had an heir, I wanted to hand down a company he or she could be proud of. If I could accomplish that, then Sandra’s family would come around. I leaned forward. “Shred the file. I won’t use it.”
He frowned in contemplation. “It’s a bold move, but all right. I’ll support you.”
“I appreciate that.”
Jimmy heaved his bulk off the sofa and walked our glasses back to the credenza and the bottle of bourbon. “Hadn’t seen Kyle or Anthony since your wedding,” he said, changing the subject. The bottle gurgled up two more shots.
“Yeah, wish we’d had more time, but Anthony had to fly back to New York this morning.” I checked my watch. “And Kyle’s on a commuter to Dallas as we speak.”
He handed me my refilled glass. “It was good of them to come—”
“Did you know Cole Des Roche was at Dad’s funeral yesterday?”
“Can’t say as I did, but you don’t need to worry about Cole. Your father’s death may have been unexpected, but he took precautions a long time ago to protect his assets from his first wife and her son.”
“Precautions? What do you mean?”
“How much did your father tell you about his marriage to Bronwyn?”
“Only that it was short and she’d been unfaithful. It wasn’t his favourite topic.”
“No, I don’t imagine it was.” He turned to the window and took a sip of his drink. “After your father learned of her indiscretion, he got the proof he needed to ensure a tidy parting of ways. The only concession he granted was allowing her to file for the divorce.”
I raised my glass. “My father—such a gentleman.” I rolled my eyes with a shake of my head.
Jimmy chuckled and turned back around. “Yes, well Matt was shrewd and Bronwyn knew him well enough not to contest the small settlement. Of course, at the time, Delaney Developments wasn’t the success it is today. However, with your father out of the way, I wouldn’t put it past her or her son to take a run at your fortune.”
“Bronwyn? That would be a hell of a stretch, wouldn’t it? They divorced more than thirty years ago. Before I was born.”
“True enough, but you know the rumours. If they could prove that Matt was her son’s father, they could keep us in court for years.”
I knew all about the rumours; I’d grown up with them. Cole was four years older than me. He and I had measured one another across dance floors at more than one debutante ball. It didn’t help that Cole and I shared the same tall frame and features, but as my father had pointed out many times, Cole took after Richard Des Roche with blond hair and blue eyes, whereas I favoured Dad with dark hair and I had Mom’s hazel eyes. We were not brothers.
“Cole’s father is Richard Des Roche.”
Jimmy swirled the dregs in his glass. “Yes, through adoption.”
“I understood that was merely a formality.”
“It allowed Richard to change Cole’s name, but your father’s name is the one on Cole’s birth certificate.”
“Only because Bronwyn was married to Dad at the time.”
“Assumption of paternity. Yes, amusing law that—assuming husbands to be the fathers of their wives’ offspring.” He shook his head and chuckled. “Bronwyn thought she was hurting Matt when she presented him with the papers to relinquish his parental rights. Your father never flinched.”
“That was a long time ago. I’d just as soon bury that tired battle-axe with my father and move on.”
Jimmy frowned thoughtfully and stroked his almost empty glass of bourbon. “If Cole was at your father’s funeral, I’d question what they’re up to.”
“I don’t give a damn. I’ve washed my hands of them. Whatever hostilities lay between them died with Dad.”
Jimmy nodded, which was his way of agreeing to disagree.

      [image: ]After a late lunch, I returned to the Delaney building and addressed the board of directors for the first time as chairman. The board held court on the same floor as my father’s office. Ten chairs surrounded an oblong cherry table; their occupants stood upon my arrival. I made my way around the table, shaking hands with each of them, and ended behind my father’s empty chair at the head of the table.
Pierre LeDoux, who fancied himself the second chair, cleared his throat. “Jackson. Welcome.”
His words were a shot across my bow. As if I needed a welcome. This chair was my birthright. “Pierre, glad you could make it,” I said. Pierre’s face reddened. He should have let Natalie Thorne take the lead. She was the one with the balls.
“Please, take your seats,” I said, glancing around the table, but no one sat down.
Pierre shifted his weight and ignored the darting glances from Natalie to his left and Arliss Whiting a few seats to his right. Denton Desbois was the only other voting member, and he stood studying his shoes. Standing behind four other seats were warm bodies; advisors to the voting members. The advisors had opinions but no clout, and were of little consequence. My former seat remained empty.
“All right,” I said, smoothing my hand along the top edge of my father’s chair. “Why don’t you tell me what’s on your mind, Pierre.”
He puffed out his chest and adjusted his tie, inadvertently drawing attention to an unsightly barbecue stain. “Everyone around this table had great respect for your father. You have our deepest condolences.”
“Thank you,” I said, and dipped my head in acknowledgement.
“However,” Pierre continued, “I speak for all of us when I say that we are concerned about the financial viability of this company going forward.”
I straightened my spine, rising to every inch of my six-foot-two frame. “Oh?”
Pierre broke eye contact and tapped a finger to the conference table. “Your father built this company. He steered it clear of the rocks in ’88 when a lot of other companies went under, and again in ’08. His vision, his drive was what got us through and kept us profitable.” He looked around the room for moral support. “We question whether you, at the age of twenty-nine, have the experience Delaney needs at the helm.”
“Delaney & Son,” I said, correcting him. I offered them a thoughtful gaze. “Do you know how old my father was when he founded this company?” I didn’t give anyone time to answer. “Twenty-two, and he didn’t have the eight years of experience I have. Experience, I might point out, I gained while working side by side with my father, the man you admired so much.”
Natalie, finally out of patience with Pierre, rushed in. “You voted against your father on three of Delaney’s last six developments. Those projects are some of Delaney’s most profitable.” She pointed her nose in my direction like an accusatory finger.
“Those projects also damaged Delaney’s reputation,” I reminded them. “And one earned us a lawsuit we’re still fighting.”
“Perhaps,” Arliss Whiting said, cutting in, “you would consider co-chairing with Ted Worley. He’s been your father’s second-in-command longer than you’ve been with the company. The board would be happy to entertain a co-chair of Worley’s stature.” Arliss settled a benevolent smile on his cherubic face, but his angelic expression did little to hide his goal of breaking my majority hold on Delaney & Son.
“I appreciate that, Arliss,” I said. “Yesterday, Ted Worley and I spoke at length. We reviewed Dad’s targets and projections, and we’re confident Delaney & Son is on track for another profitable year.”
“That is—”
“I’m not finished,” I said, interrupting him. “I’ve spent the better part of today in Jimmy Marchant’s office. As you know, Montgomery, Kean and Marchant is Delaney & Son’s chief legal counsel. We reviewed the structure of this company and this board. In 2008, when Dad restructured and sold 49 percent of Delaney & Son, he made certain the chairmanship was tied to the 51 percent majority owner. As of today, that’s me.
“I intend to stay the course my father set, and grow Delaney & Son into a powerhouse infused with the integrity and respect that will ensure our future profitability. If any of you do not wish to take a chance on me in this chair then you are free to sell your stock and move on.”
I walked around my father’s chair and took my rightful seat. This time, they all sat down.
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Chapter Three


Afew hours later, my driver skirted the south shore of Lake Pontchartrain on our way to the Southern Yacht Club. My thoughts turned back to Jimmy and our earlier discussion about Cole. I’d never given serious consideration to the rumours that Dad was Cole’s father. And Dad’s feelings where Bronwyn was concerned were unequivocal. He’d abhorred the woman. His ego never recovered from her infidelity. She’d effectively tainted his opinion of the gender. 
My mother seemed to understand that, and accepted his arms’ length love, contenting herself with motherhood. I often wondered if she saw the same thing as I did when I looked at their wedding photos. Her resemblance to Dad’s first wife was striking. Both she and Bronwyn were blonde, beautiful and of uncomplicated minor pedigree. When I came along, I imagined my father’s fuck you to Bronwyn was complete.
After Mom died, Dad took me into his confidence and treated me like a man instead of the fifteen-year-old boy I was. He mourned her properly but when he moved on, he never allowed himself to love again. He devoured one woman after another, going through them like Popsicles on a hot summer’s day. He encouraged me to do the same, instilling in me that women were playthings that shouldn’t be trusted.
I have to admit, I gave that approach a good shot. But when a woman, whose last name I didn’t even know, presented herself to me on campus at Stanford, pregnant, I reassessed my philandering ways. A tidy sum of money took care of changing her mind about an abortion, but not before she had a public meltdown. It wasn’t just her tears and humiliating accusations that made me reassess; it was thoughts of my mother, and how disappointed in me she would have been.
After that, I sought out the uncomplicated solitude of one plaything at a time.
And then Sandra came along. She was strong-willed and independent and took shit from no one. If you wanted to play ball with her, you stepped up to the plate, and man, did I want to play. From the first day we worked together in Jimmy’s office, we recognized that our interests aligned, and our priorities fell into step. She believed in our shared vision and supported it without reservation. Not once did she kowtow to my father. She never disrespected him, her upbringing wouldn’t allow it, but she held her ground, opting to change the subject or leave the room when their wills collided. She had integrity. She also shared the peculiar gene we called the gift. It was a refreshing change to enjoy a relationship without the burden of that secret between us.
I stepped out of the limo and back into the thick heat. Fan palms rattled in a soft offshore breeze. My jacket came off before I hit the ramp to the docks and a few steps later, I unknotted my tie. I skirted the hose snaked across the path and nodded hello to one of the regular cleaning crew. At the far end of the dock, I slowed as I approached the gleaming white hull of the Aerial Symphony. How many times had I come down here to find Dad kicking back with his yacht club cronies? How many deals had come together over a bottle of Scotch on the foredeck? How many women had he escorted below deck?
“Permission to board?” I called, seeing Sandra through the window. She waved and came out to greet me.
“Careful,” she said, indicating a stack of flattened moving boxes on the dock beside the steps.
“You’ve been busy.”
“Just a few things to make the Symphony feel more like home,” she said.
I mounted the steps, pulled her close and unwound in the scent of her. I gazed back at the shore-bound clubhouse, whose windows reflected the late afternoon sun. The original structure had been consumed by fire in the wake of Katrina, but the replacement mimicked her style and grace beautifully.
I pulled back, suddenly inspired. “Let’s take the Symphony out for a spin.”
Sandra furrowed her brow.
“Come on. She’s ours now. I want to kick the tires and celebrate.”
Half an hour later, I cut the engines and we settled into the loungers on the foredeck, watching the sun paint the sky over Lake Pontchartrain in shades of pink and gold.
Memories of my father, and the times we’d spent aboard, clouded my thoughts.
“You okay?” Sandra asked, reaching for my hand.
“Just thinking about Dad.”
“You miss him?”
“He was a hard man to love, but he was the only father I had.”
She squeezed my hand.
“Did you know I used to be afraid of heights?” I asked.
“Oh my god,” she said, twisting in her seat. “You never mentioned it before.”
“Dad took it as a personal affront to the Delaney gene set.”
A smirk curled the corners of her mouth. “He would.”
“He got me through it though. Nearly killed me in the process, but a Flier who’s afraid of heights wouldn’t have survived long.”
“This ship is a minefield of memories. Are you sure you want to live aboard her?”
“Most of the memories are good. Dad taught me how to fly from this very deck.”
“Matthew was quite proud of your gift. He liked to take credit for it.”
“I remember,” I said, laughing. “When I was eighteen, Dad and I were invited to the International Debutante Ball in New York. I heard some snippy little shit of a senator’s son talking trash about Dad, so I took the opportunity to introduce myself. I shook his hand and accidentally knocked him out. The kid was taken out on a stretcher. We were lucky he wasn’t one of us. I think that was one of Dad’s proudest moments.” I smiled at the memory.
When the sun faded, we headed back to our slip at the Southern Yacht Club. Later that night, after dinner and a cold bottle of Chardonnay, we toasted my father and walked every one of the Symphony’s 102 feet and called her our own for the first time.
Grief had made me ravenous for Sandra. If she was within arm’s reach, I needed to touch her, peel off her clothes and get inside her. She’d been accommodating but drew the line at my father’s stateroom, the largest of the Symphony’s three staterooms.
“I am not going to be the next notch on that bedpost,” she’d said, and she was adamant. Sandra insisted we wait until the remodel was complete before we moved into it. She had plans for all the staterooms, the salon and even the two aft cabins. I would have agreed to anything that made her happy, and when she agreed to make the Symphony our home, I gave her carte blanche on the remodel. Besides which, thanks to Jimmy’s tax-planning efforts, she was now the Symphony’s owner, on paper anyway. But I was still the one with the captain’s licence, so she wasn’t going anywhere without me.
It was a month before the workmen cleared out. Sandra had been right to wait. The first night we made love in the new stateroom, it was our own, not my father’s. We drank a bottle of champagne and rocked the yacht half the night. We made it our thing to christen each of the staterooms as their renovations were completed, and I do believe I made her blush the afternoon we claimed the salon.
Her sense of style breathed new life into the Symphony. She’d selected sleek modern furniture, replacing the heavy captain’s chairs with slim white pneumatic swivels and installing twin sofas in both the salon and on the observation deck. The teak floors had been refinished and the carpets replaced. Stainless-steel appliances and granite counters now graced the galley, and each of the heads sported new marble counters.
She created a fresh, clean slate on which we scratched new memories. Her touch swept away my father’s lingering shadow, and in doing so, she freed me of a weight I hadn’t realized I carried. I found myself spending more and more time on board working from the Symphony rather than making the trip to the office.

      [image: ]In early November, Sandra told me that Cole had been in touch with her.
“He’s curious about you,” she said, rising from the table with our plates in hand.
“Then the bastard can call me. I don’t want you talking to him.”
She frowned and studied my face. “What if your father was wrong about him?”
“You think Cole’s my big brother?” I laughed at the absurdity of it.
She shrugged. “There was a lot of animosity between your father and Bronwyn. You know that. Cole just wants to meet with you—to talk.”
Visions of Jimmy shaking his head came to mind. “I suspect that what he wants is a piece of my portfolio.”
“And what if all he wants is a brother? What harm could possibly come of that?”
“Dad would reach out from his grave and cane me if I gave that family the time of day.”
“Not to be insensitive, darling, but your father is gone and I didn’t see a cane in the tomb. That was his war. It doesn’t need to be yours.”
Yes, Dad was gone, so Cole knew damn well he had no business with me. That’s why he’d tried his little snake-charming act on my wife instead. But the hurt Cole’s mother inflicted on my father, and the public humiliation he endured because of her, robbed Dad of his dignity and his ability to love another woman properly. It changed him. Even entertaining the thought that that bastard Cole could be Dad’s son felt like one more indignity, one Dad couldn’t protect himself from.
“Let me think about it,” I said.
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Chapter Four


Two weeks later, I was back in Jimmy’s office. The mayor had long since shined my father’s halo and taken credit for securing the Dixon Financial Group’s new head office. I’d ridden the wave of goodwill and sympathy to establish a relationship with the Dixon Financial Group’s stakeholders. Our collaboration was refreshingly free of coercion or any other unsavoury incentives. We’d been hammering out the details of a development contract for the five-acre parcel that would lay the foundation for my reputation, and set Delaney & Son on the high road. 
Jimmy had called me in to discuss a licensing issue on what we now called the Dixon Tower complex. It was a minor hiccup at best and didn’t require a face-to-face meeting. I cocked my head at Jimmy, who’d folded his arms and moved to the window to stare across the city.
“It’s not like you to pad your billable hours,” I said, raising an eyebrow in jest.
He pressed his lips into a tight line, stuffed his hands in his pockets and turned, studying the carpet.
“Okay. I’ll bite,” I said. “What’s on your mind?”
He smoothed his tie and settled on the sofa opposite me. “You told me that Cole Des Roche contacted Sandra a few weeks ago. Has she heard anything more from him?”
“Not that I’m aware of.”
He pushed a file folder across the table toward me.
“What’s that?”
“Sandra met with Cole day before yesterday.”
I froze midreach.
Jimmy continued. “You remember Jean Benoit?”
“Indeed.” Jean was a private investigator Jimmy’s office hired regularly. A good one. My father had used him a time or two as well.
“I briefed Jean on the situation after you informed me that Cole had made an appearance at Matt’s funeral. Asked him to keep his eyes open. Jean was meeting a client when he spotted Cole and your wife at another table.”
I pulled the folder over and opened it to find a contact sheet of colour photos. They were perfectly focused shots of Cole, with an artfully windblown hairdo, having what looked like a pleasant conversation with Sandra. Did women really go for that model-wannabe look? Dirty lunch plates and two empty wine glasses stood on their table. My blood ran cold at the sight of her hand over his in the last shot.
Jimmy interrupted my thoughts. “It was just lunch,” he said.
I closed the folder and pushed it back across the table. My legs trembled. I stood anyway and buttoned my jacket. “I appreciate you letting me know.”
“They went their separate ways afterwards.”
“Thank you. I’ll deal with it,” I said, and clamped my jaw closed.
“I know that look, Jackson. Your father had one just like it, but don’t read more into this than it is. This is not history repeating itself.” He hefted his bulk off the sofa and lumbered toward a long credenza. “Sandra is a good woman.” He opened a drawer and extracted a thick envelope. “These are copies of the evidence your father kept of Bronwyn’s affair. It’ll go some way to counter whatever nonsense Cole is trying to feed your wife.”
I took the envelope and left.
At the clubhouse, I ordered a Laphroaig and retreated to an empty corner. A gulp of the peaty liquid fortified me. Anger seethed out around my collar and I loosened my tie. Prior to today, I would never have accused my wife of being deceptive. I thought I knew her better. Jean Benoit’s photographs were a slap in the face that said otherwise. Then I imagined my father telling me “I told you so,” and that thought halted my ruminations. My father was not right about women. Sandra must have had a good reason for meeting with that cocky bastard behind my back. I’d find out why.
I downed the drink and opened the envelope. Elastic bands separated two sets of photos. The first set was sedate, the second graphic. I checked over my shoulder feeling every inch the sleazy voyeur with a stash of porn. Bronwyn had been a beautiful woman, full breasted, smooth thighs and firm ass: Playboy material right down to her shorn pussy.
My father might have been okay sharing these, but not me. I removed the worst of the photos and slid them in my pants pocket. The remainder I returned to the envelope and tucked inside my jacket.
Of all the men in New Orleans, Bronwyn had chosen Dad’s biggest business rival to take to her bed. Her pillow talk had cost Dad more than his pride. Richard Des Roche owned Touchstone Developments, and before my father learned of their affair, Touchstone managed to outbid Delaney on more than one lucrative contract. Dad blamed Bronwyn. He’d shared details with her that with hindsight he shouldn’t have.
After their divorce, everyone who was anyone in the south knew that Bronwyn had thrown Dad over for Richard. That Richard Des Roche was one of us made their betrayal worse. Over the years, their paths crossed frequently, and each time was like ripping off a scab. The painful reminders of Bronwyn’s infidelity fanned my father’s hatred for them, and his determination to get even.
My father bided his time. When he finally struck back, it was decisive. Touchstone was no longer in a position to compete with Delaney. They were back in the strip-mall business.
A second whisky chased the first, and then I headed down the dock to the Symphony. A lake breeze chilled the night air. On board, I tossed my jacket on a stool and waved at Sandra. She was reading on the foredeck with a blanket across her legs. She wore a black dress I was particularly fond of. It had a silver zipper conveniently located down the front. I envisioned her small breasts, the curve of her hips, and my mind wandered into a dark place I’d never considered before today. I pushed the image of Sandra’s hand over Cole’s out of my mind.
Now I understood better why my father had reacted so strongly to Bronwyn’s infidelity. I had the bitter taste of something similar in my mouth right now and had no intention of letting it linger. I poured two glasses of Chardonnay and strode outside to join my wife.
“We need to talk,” I said, handing her a glass.
The smile slipped from her face. “Oh?” She swung her legs off the lounger and set her book down.
“Why didn’t you tell me you met with Cole?”
She took a slow, deep breath and exhaled. “Sometimes this town is far too small.”
“Well?”
“I aimed to spare you having to deal with him.”
The anger I’d reined in leaked out in my clipped tone. “I asked you not to speak with him.”
She tipped her head and glared up at me, a warning I had no patience for, given her clandestine rendezvous with Cole.
“I’ll assume that’s the Scotch talking,” she said. “I can smell it from here.”
“I deserve an answer.”
She took her time. “I was hoping that if I met Cole face-to-face, I’d be able to impart how difficult this situation has been for you so soon after Matthew’s passing—perhaps delay his efforts to reach out to you.” She set the wine down without tasting it.
I drew a line in the condensation on my glass. “And?”
She frowned. “It didn’t work out as I had hoped.”
Her disappointment was genuine and it unwound my anger. I picked up her glass and handed it to her again, a peace offering. She accepted. I took a seat beside her and stretched out.
She took a sip of her wine. “I know you don’t want to hear this, but that man looks so much like you it’s scary. He even taps his foot like you do when he’s nervous.”
“He is not my brother.”
“What if he is?”
“Do you not think my father would have known his own son?”
“Wouldn’t you like to know for sure?” she asked. “One way or the other?”
I swung my head around to meet her gaze. “What are you suggesting? A DNA test?”
“I think you should consider it. If Cole isn’t your brother, the test would put an end to the rumours.”
“Was that Cole’s idea?”
“He wants answers. That’s all.”
“What he wants is to get his hands on a piece of Delaney.”
“I honestly didn’t get that impression. He feels like he’s been a pawn in the war between Matt and Bronwyn. He doesn’t know who to believe.”
Twice now, that smarmy bastard had used Sandra to deliver his message. If he thought using her naïveté was the ticket to get to me, he was mistaken. “Well, I think I may have the answers he’s looking for. And it doesn’t require a DNA test.” I stood and held out my hand. “Come inside.”
I retrieved the envelope from my jacket and sat beside her on the sleek leather sofa we’d christened not that long ago. I dealt the modest photos first, laying them out in a horizontal line. She leaned forward and picked one up.
“Bronwyn and Richard?” The photo showed them sitting on a park bench. She returned it to the table and picked up another, also of the happy couple, but different clothes, different day. They were walking in the second picture, holding hands. The other photos were similar, obviously taken without their knowledge.
“Help me out here,” Sandra said, creasing her brow. “How are these photos proof?”
“Check the date. Bronwyn was married to my father when these photos were taken.”
She tilted the shiny photo and squinted to see the date. “Matt must have been very hurt when he saw these.” She set the photo back down. “But as a lawyer’s daughter would tell you, it’s not proof of paternity.”
I removed the second set of photos and dealt another row. “Neither are these, but they’re compelling.”
Sandra’s eyes grew wide and her mouth dropped open. She looked up at me. “Where did you get these?”
“Jimmy. Dad hired an investigator when he suspected Bronwyn had strayed. He used them to his advantage in their divorce.”
“I’ve no doubt,” she said, sitting back.
“How did you leave things with Cole?”
“I made no promises.”
“But he’s expecting to hear from you?”
She nodded, gazing back at the graphic photos. “You think he knows about these?”
I gathered the photos and returned them to the envelope. “I don’t know. But I think it’s time he did. When you see him, make sure he gets them.” I held out the envelope to her. “They’re copies. Tell him I’m prepared to expose them if he calls you again.”
She didn’t take them. “That’s a bit heavy-handed, don’t you think?”
Heavy-handed would be sharing the photos burning a hole in my pants pocket. “It’s all I have to dissuade him from pursuing the absurd notion that we share a father.”
“You could entertain the possibility that you do.”
“And then what? Add an s to Delaney & Son and give him half of it?”
She searched my face, perhaps looking for a sign I’d back down. “I had hoped this animosity would fade when your father passed. There is room in the company…and room in your heart for Cole, if he is your half-brother.”
“Goddamnit! He is not. And if Cole were looking for a brother, he would have come to me. I’m not even sure it’s about the money, but one thing I do know, if I give in to a DNA test, I might as well tell the world I believe my father was a lowlife who’d abandon a son to exact revenge on an unfaithful wife. I won’t do it. Dad had his faults, but he was my father, and he isn’t here to defend himself. I owe him that much.”
She pinched her lips and stood, swiping the envelope from my hand. “I will do your bidding, but don’t fool yourself. We both know what your father was capable of. I doubt this will be the end of it.” She turned on her heel and marched away.
My chest tightened as I watched her retreat. How the hell had I let Cole drive a wedge between Sandra and me? I’d have to tread lightly and make reparations after this. We’d been in a similar situation before. Her brother, James, had driven the wedge that time.
It was a few months after we’d married. James and I were two years older than Sandra. She and James had always been close, but the way she worried about him was unnatural. He was a grown man, ex-military and trained by the best, so it was ridiculous that she worried every time the asshole went AWOL. According to Sandra, he’d been doing it for years.
I let it slide until it started to impact our marriage. When he surfaced after a three-week disappearing act that had Sandra in tears every night, I paid him a visit, told him just what I thought of his self-centred behaviour. A simple phone call would have eased her mind, and he couldn’t even do that.
Sandra was livid with me when she found out. For her own peace of mind, she needed to put some space between herself and James, but she wouldn’t listen to reason. I soon learned that loving her to distraction didn’t grant me a free pass to straighten out her brother. Her blind loyalty to her family, at my expense, was an irritant I worked hard to ignore. It took a while, but we got past that rough patch. How long would it take this time?
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Chapter Five


Sandra and I rarely argued about the little stuff. Maybe we should have. Maybe arguing about the little stuff gives you practice for dealing with the big stuff. Sandra clammed up, gave me the silent treatment. She refused to discuss her meeting with Cole and found excuses to avoid me. 
Weeks later, when Cole’s lawyers tried, unsuccessfully, to force the DNA issue in court, she joined her parents on vacation in Spain. When she returned, she slept with her back to me. I would have apologized, but that would have been dishonest. Instead, I told her I wished I’d not asked her to deliver the photos. With the dreadful clarity of hindsight, I realized that it was something I should have done myself. Though there was one good thing that had come of it—Cole had slithered back into his hole.
Each day I chipped away at the iceberg between us. I brought her gardenias and made her breakfast. I tucked love notes in her handbag and collected the dry cleaning. Nothing worked.
Then, with New Year’s almost upon us, the ice finally thawed, thanks in part to a carefully misplaced receipt—a necessary if somewhat distasteful ruse.
“You hate ballet,” she’d said, laying aside the receipt for my substantial donation to the New Orleans Ballet Theatre.
“But you love it, and I love you,” I’d said, as she’d come into my arms. It was a relief to hold her again, despite having stooped to my father’s level to get her there.
By the end of January, the storm was a distant memory.
And then Cole contacted her again.
“I’ll deal with him this time,” I said, grateful that Sandra had come to me with it first. I folded the Times-Picayune and drained my coffee. “He needs to stop using you to get to me.”
She stood behind me. “Good,” she said, resting a hand on my shoulder. “Then you’ll meet with him?”
I covered her hand with mine. “I was thinking more along the lines of a restraining order.”
She freed her hand and walked around to stand in front of me. “Why won’t you consider that he could be your brother?”
“I don’t want to argue about this again. I know you think it’s misplaced, but my father deserves my loyalty.”
“Your father was a vindictive man who could win a grudge match against the Hatfields and McCoys.”
“He had his reasons.”
She inhaled as if it were her last breath. “You’re exasperating, Jackson. Just meet with the man.”
“To what end? He already failed to get my DNA through the courts.”
“Then what do you have to lose?” She knit her brow the way she did when a migraine threatened. “Please, Jackson.”
Watching the pain cross her face made me realize how trying this had become for her. Cole had thrown her into the middle of a vendetta she had nothing to do with. I reached for her hand. “How about we both meet with him?”
“Are you serious?”
“A united front will take you out of the equation.”
She smiled. “Then you’ll consider his position?”
“I’ll think about it.”
Her smile faded. “You wanted to be a better man than your father,” she snapped, and dropped my hand. “Prove it.”
She didn’t even flinch as she stabbed me with my own words. She snatched her jacket and stormed out.

      [image: ]Hours later, she returned, once again calm and collected. I was on the foredeck nursing a bourbon. The night had grown cool. The bottle and Jimmy’s empty glass sat on the table, his seat long since vacated.
“May I?” she asked, joining me with an empty tumbler in her hand. She took Jimmy’s chair.
I tipped my head and poured her a shot. Neat.
“I’m sorry about earlier,” she said. “I shouldn’t have said those things about your father.”
Her apology felt like salve on a wound. “He loved you.”
“I know. Sometimes it’s hard to see past the things I disliked about the man, but he was your father. For that, I’m grateful.”
“Thank you,” I said, and clinked her glass. We tasted our drinks, and then I said, “We’re meeting Cole at his club tomorrow morning.”
Her gaze darted to the empty glass. “We meaning you and I, or will Jimmy be joining us as well?” she asked.
“No. Whatever Cole has





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
THE GIFT LEGACY: SECRET SKY REDUX

LOVER

BETRAYED

L &

g VIW|<| \. 3
g 1l
B
=

i /5/&-1

/

JRMCLEAN





OEBPS/images/d28204c2-7735-4b5b-8503-c61525c3b77b.jpeg
LOVE

BETRAYED

THE GIFT LEGACY
COMPANION

JP MCLEAN

e





OEBPS/images/cafb17df-102c-4be6-a05a-5403d9c10cea.png
4, Ny #.ﬁ_}.,’,_‘,





OEBPS/images/3b36f346-2cae-4965-b63f-ba97a880909d.png





OEBPS/images/ef1b3f87-37fc-49e9-8354-87cb58ebdcf4.png
WINDSTORM PRESS
@Y BRITISH COLUMBIA, CANADA

WINDSTORMPRESS.COM







